for the moment, in the hands of the French police. Mathilde has
promised me that she will get him out of prison. However, as
Lemasque knew where I live, I am changing my domicile.

A small house belonging to a retired official, on the edge of a
village. It is being rented by X, an old friend who is also hiding
under a false identity.

His wife has been deported to Germany. Their son, a boy of
ten, is with him. In the evening, at dinner, I naturally call X by
his real name and he, naturally, answers to it. The little boy nudges
X with his elbow and whispers, "Duval, Papa, our name is
Duval."

Mathilde, with her hair, dyed henna, heavy make-up and a
cushion under her dress, has passed herself off as Lemasque's
pregnant mistress. She has been given permission to see him.
Lemasque's escape promised to be rather easy, thanks to inside
accomplices, provided a rather dubious character who is Lemasque's
cellmate can be got rid of. To this end Mathilde had slipped a
small vial into Lemasque's pocket Lemasque refused to poison
the man, who is in all likelihood a spy.

Mathilde has passed Lemasque some chloroform. He refused to
use if because he is afraid of giving an excessive dose. Yet time
is pressing. The Gestapo is going to demand that Lemasque be
handed over. I think he still remembers Paul Dounat.

This morning, which was a Sunday morning, I had a great
fright. A German military car stopped opposite our house and a
Kommandant got out. I was standing at the window. (I spend a
good part of the day at this post, being unable to go out). And
although I was hidden by a curtain I was taken aback for a moment.
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